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“Pack For The Weekend.”

Finally dismissed, she nodded before turning on her heel and walking out the door. A weekend with Zac Prescott. She swallowed the swell of unbidden excitement with a forceful gulp.

She didn't want to want Zacâ€¦. Damn, she refused to want a man who blithely made decisions about her life without even asking her. A man who didn't want her the way
she
wanted him to want her.

And yet, he'd kissed her. Flirted, even. Didn't that tell her something?

She tossed the notebook on her desk. Zac had crossed the line, invading her private lifeâ€”a shameful, personal part of itâ€”without invitation. Embarrassment and anger churned around in her stomach, replacing the fleeting desire. Relying only on herself had become a way of life. She didn't need saving.

Not even if her personal white knight was Zac Prescott.



Â 

Dear Reader,

Many lifetimes ago, I worked in a corporate office: thirteen years as a P.A., then eventually, office manager. And unfortunately, men like my hero, Zac Prescott, were nonexistent. Which is maybe a good thingâ€”can you imagine trying to get any work done with a gorgeous alpha male in the next room? Of course, that's my heroine's downfall. Emily is so focused on her career that she's forgotten how to enjoy life. And with Zac, there's definitely enjoyment to be had!

Yes, the black sheep of the Prescott family finally has his story! And this book also marks my first set in the beautiful Gold Coast in Queenslandâ€”one of my favorite places in the world. For Aussies, a Surfers holiday is a rite of passageâ€”lazing on the pristine beaches, shopping, surfing, clubbing and generally soaking up the glorious laid-back atmosphere. I love it! (Can you tell?) And as you delve into Zac and Emily's romance, I hope their little corner of my world comes alive for you, too.

With love,

Paula



PAULA ROE
PROMOTED TO WIFE?


Â 

As always, I'm grateful for the many people who helped this book on its way: Leading Senior Constable Tim and his lovely wife, Christine, whose vast knowledge of juvenile offenders and the associated law added realism to my heroine's past; Margie, who shared her knowledge of AVOs; Kitty, for her awesome structural edit and helpful suggestions; the fab ladies on the ROMAUS and 50k30d loops for their nuggets of Gold Coast info whenever my memory failed; Haylee, my M&B Sydney wonder chick who graciously let me use her nameâ€”I know you're not *really* like that, k? ;-)

And to Eddie Cahill for being so darn yummy.
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PAULA ROE
Despite wanting to be a vet, choreographer, card shark, hairdresser and an interior designer (although not simultaneously!), British-born, Aussie-bred Paula ended up as a personal assistant, office manager, software trainer and aerobics instructor for thirteen interesting years.

Paula lives in western New South Wales, Australia, with her family, two opinionated cats and a garden full of dependent native birds. She still retains a deep love of filing systems, stationery and traveling, even though the latter doesn't happen nearly as often as she'd like. She loves to hear from her readersâ€”you can visit her at her website at www.paularoe.com.
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Dear Reader,

Yes, it's true. We're changing our name! After more than twenty-five years of being part of Harlequin Enterprises, Silhouette Books will officially seal the merger by taking the company's name.

So if you notice a few changes on the covers starting April 2011â€”Silhouette Special Edition becoming Harlequin Special Edition, Silhouette Desire becoming Harlequin Desire, and Silhouette Romantic Suspense becoming Harlequin Romantic Suspenseâ€”don't be concerned.

We'll continue to have the same fantastic authors, wonderful stories, eye-catching covers and emotional, compelling reads. We're just going to be moving under the overall company name, which will make us even easier for you to see in the stores, on the internet and wherever you usually find us!

So look for the new logo, but remember, beneath the image will be the same promise of romantic stories of love, passion, adventure, family and a whole lot more. Just the way you like them!

Sincerely,

The Editors at Harlequin Books
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One

“Y
ou did
what?
”

Emily Reynolds yanked the phone from her ear and winced before readjusting it back under her chin. “I kissed my boss.”

“Wait. Back up,” her older sister AJ demanded on the other end. “You kissed Zac Prescott.”

“Yep.”

“The guy God built just to make a woman whimper with joy.”

“The same.”

“And you, my little sister who hates surprises and runs the man's company with clockwork efficiency?”

“No need to rub it inâ€”I
know
I'm the dumbest female on the planet.” Holed up in her apartment on her comfy two-seater, dressed in her bathrobe and with ankles crossed on the coffee table, it was easy to believe that last week had been just a figment of Emily's overactive imagination. But the telltale warmth on her skin gave her true thoughts away every time.

“Emmy, you are the
luckiest
female on the planet! Was it good?”

“Have you not been listening? He's my boss. I finally had a strong, respectful work relationship going and then I go and do something stupid. Talk about dÃ©jÃ  vu.”

“What do you mean â€˜had'?” Emily heard a loud bang down the line: AJ had slammed a door closed. “Details.”

Emily groaned, tugging off the towel turban that held her freshly washed hair. “I've been on leave for the past week. On Thursday night he called me from the office, blind drunk. I drove him home, got him in the front door, we stumbledâ€¦and it sort of happened.”

“Ah, the old â€˜stumble and kiss' routine.”

Emily scowled at her distorted reflection in the dark TV screen. Zac being drunk didn't excuse her behavior: that she'd been secretly lusting after a completely-off-limits guy this past year only compounded her stupidity.

“It's not funny. I panicked, shut myself in at home and spent the weekend thinking.”

“That's dangerous. Andâ€¦?”

“And then I quit. This morning. By e-mail.”

“Oh, Em! The drunken kiss aside, why?”

“You know why.” She ran a hand through her still-damp hair, twisting the ends around her fingers. “I can't go through another misconduct accusation again.”

“But Zac isn't like thatâ€”that other jerk lied!”

Emily sighed, self-anger congealing into a lumpy mess that sat heavily in her belly. She'd thought talent and dedication got you ahead in the corporate world, not how blond your hair was or how short your skirts were. She'd always dressed professionally, always worked hard for her temping jobs, believing that one day an employer would recognize and reward her business skills.

And four years ago they had, but not in the way she'd assumed. The permanent position at one of Perth's top accountancy firms had come with strings, as she'd found out at the office Christmas party six months later. The first time she'd put on a miniskirt and a nice top, a managing director had groped her on the balcony.

Emily shuddered. She'd been twenty-two, humiliated and alone in the world. No family, no home, nothingâ€”until some uncle
she'd never known had died and left his Gold Coast apartment to her. So she'd moved clear across the country to Queensland and started over with barely healed wounds and a brand-new hard-ass attitude. She'd scraped back her hair, donned her glasses and shoved herself into monochrome business suits and sensible shoes in order to play the part of a serious professional. And it had paid off when she'd landed the job as Zac Prescott's personal assistant two years ago.

“Maybe it isn't as bad as you think,” AJ was saying now.

“No, it's worse.” Emily sighed. “I've had it with men.”

AJ spluttered on whatever she'd been drinking. “So after a bunch of idiot boyfriends, a false misconduct threat and a loser ex-husband, you're gay now?”

“No.” Emily stifled a laugh. “I meant I've had it with getting emotionally sucked into their games, their baggage, their whole mess-with-your-head thing.”

“Ah! You're finally coming over to the Dark Side?”

Emily did laugh then. “At least the Dark Side has sex without commitment.”

“But that's
me.
You're Angel to my Spike. You're the hyper-organized good girl with the strong moral compass, the one looking for Mr. Right.”

“Yeah, and look where that's gotten me.” Emily tilted her ear to the narrow hallway. “Someone's at the door.”

“Damn. I told that stripper-gram
after
seven.”

“Ha, ha. Look, I'll see you tonight. Eight-thirty at Jupiters, right?”

“Yep. And I expect to hear more details then. Happy twenty-sixth birthday, Em.”

Some birthday.
Emily clicked off the phone, then scowled as the thumping on her screen door became ever more impatient. “All right, I'm coming!”

Probably her grumpy old postie complaining about her missing letterbox again.

She grabbed an elastic from the bookcase as she passed, pulled her hair back, then secured it low on her neck. It wasn't just men who were the problemâ€”she was. After two years of organizing
the minutiae of Zac Prescott's life, after working twelve-hour days and scrimping each dollar, she finally had enough to start her own business. Her week off was supposed to pave the way for her resignation, to ease Zac into it. Instead she'd ended up as his personal on-call service.

Pound, pound, pound.

“Dammit, George.” She grabbed the door handle and yanked it open. “Can you stop with theâ€”Oh.”

“What the hell is this?” Zac Prescott stood on her stoop, all angry male, a piece of paper crumpled in his clenched fist.

She took a cautious step back. Zac wasn't a yeller. The one and only time she'd seen him lose it was during a call from his father, close to a year ago.

“It's my resignation,” she replied calmly.

Zac's olive-green eyes narrowed. “Why?”

What was the collective noun for a group of butterflies? A swarm? Whatever it was, they were doing a number on her insides. Zac Prescott was dressed in sharply creased dark gray pants, a pristine white long-sleeved shirt and a silk tie with blue-green swirls that she'd given him last Christmas. He cut an impressive figure, but it was the face that got her: a beautiful, rugged package that was the result of a dark, brooding father and a blond-haired, green-eyed Swedish mother. The elegant, almost artistic compilation of all-male angles and tanned clean-shaven skin tightened her insides and sent hot sexual awareness pounding through her veins.

She blinked, forcing the delicious ache aside. “Because I quit.”

“You can't quit.” He surged forward, and Emily had no choice but to give way. His broad body invaded her space, his larger-than-life presence sucking away the very air in her small one-bedroom apartment. It was overwhelmingâ€”he was overwhelming.

She took a measured breath, and his distinctive, fresh-yet-sinful scent teased her nostrils, filling her senses, making her head spin with delicious memories. She bit off the hitch in her throat and gently closed the door.

He'd paused in the middle of her lounge room, a clear contrast
to her humble collection of neatly arranged possessions. She crossed her arms as Zac's gaze raked over her, taking in her makeup-free, damp-haired presence.

You're practically naked.
Heat pooled as she drew the ties of her threadbare robe more securely around her waist. That intense focus was narrowed right in on her. He had a way of staring as if he was picking through all her secrets yet revealing none of his. A complete contrast to Thursday night, when he'd been unguarded, almost vulnerable. It had dragged her in quicker than Southport's killer rip tide.

“You can't quit,” he stated again, that dark frown still creasing his perfect face.

She blinked. “Why not?”

“Well, for one, your tempâ€”Amber?â€”sucks.”

“It's Ebony. She came from Marketing as a favor to me.”

“She's stuffed up the filing system.”

“I see.” With a keen eye, she watched him massage his neck. Two years of close personal contact had taught her a headache was brewing in that brilliant head of his. For one second she felt sorry for him.

“And she puts sugar in my coffee.”

Oh, boy. I've spoiled him.
“And let me guessâ€¦she doesn't remind you to eat?”

Zac scowled, still rubbing his neck. “And her God-awful perfume gives me a headache. It isn't funny. Everything's gone to hell this past week. I need you back.”

Oh, Lordy.
Her bones melted like ice cream in summer, her body held up only by sheer will. She wanted to groan aloud but instead took an unsteady gulp. “You need me?” she repeated faintly.

His nod was brief and spare. “For some insane reason, Victor Prescott is about to name me as his successor.”

“Your father? Whatâ€¦to VP Tech?”

“Yep.”

Whoa.
Stunned, Emily felt her jaw sag. Zac never talked about his past, including his family: it was as if he'd emerged onto the Gold Coast's construction scene fully assembled and
commanding a million-plus annual turnover. Sure, she knew his father was the iron-fisted CEO of a billion-dollar software company, but that was about it. Zac didn't pay her to gossip with his employees.

“That's why you wereâ€¦” She paused delicately but he brushed away her hesitation with an imperious wave of his hand.

“Drunk in my office, yes. Not a good impression for the cleaning staff.”

Her boss never drank at work. And that was why he'd called her, his loyal assistant, to get him home.
Great.

“Zac,” she sighed. “I spent two years being the best damn assistant you ever had. I organized your work and personal life without comment, without complaint. I soothed clients, I arranged last-minute meetings, business trips and dates. I worked overtime and weekends more times than I can countâ€””

“I didn't realize you hated your job so much,” he interjected stiffly.

“I don't!
I didn't.
It'sâ€¦it's just time for a change.”

“And helping me sort out this mess with VP Tech isn't enough of a change?”

“Noâ€¦yes. I justâ€”I'm leaving, okay?”

Silence fell for a moment, thick and palpable, until Zac said slowly, “So tell me who's lured away my assistantâ€”the best damn one I've ever hadâ€”” his mouth tweaked “â€”when I need her the most?”

There was that word again.
Need.

Crazy fantasies suddenly flooded her brain, ones that involved more than a stolen kiss. Like being touched all over by those incredibly masculine, long-fingered handsâ€¦

She blinked and smoothed back a nonexistent lock of hair, waiting for him to mention That Night. But as time ticked by, all he did was glare at her. That's when it finally hit.

He didn't remember.

Emily felt the flush start low, then gradually spread up her neck. It finally settled on her cheeks, twin burning indications of her foolishness. While her mind had played out that kiss over
and over all weekend like a CD on repeat, apparently Zac hadn't lost a second's thought about it.

Well, what do you expect when this VP Tech thing's just dropped in his lap?

“Are you going to say something?” he said now, crossing his arms.

She sighed. “I can train someone else.”

“I don't want anyone else.” He shifted his weight, one hand going to the base of his neck again. Emily watched in fascination as he absently massaged, his triceps in mouthwatering relief against the straining shirt. “Of course I'll give you a pay rise.”

“But I don't understand why you'd getâ€¦ I meanâ€”” She stopped.

“Why do I suddenly get handed a software company? Or what happened to my stepbrother, who's been the undisputed heir apparent?” His gaze turned wily as it swept her flushed face. “Have I piqued your curiosity?”

“No,” she lied.

He gave her one of those casual grins, one that never failed to flip her stomach. “You sure? It's a mess. We'll have to arrange meetings, reschedule my appointments. You know you're itching to sort it out.”

“I'm the last person motivated by morbid curiosity and office gossip.”

“No,” he said, his eyes running over her again in unhurried deliberation. “That's true. So think of it as a promotionâ€”I'm prepared to double whatever offer you've got lined up.”

“Money isn't the point.” She turned on her heel and walked over to her couch, desperately needing space to clear her head. “Zac, you're a workaholic,” she said, picking up her discarded towel, then flicking a glance over her shoulder. His expression had turned cautious. “And that's not a bad thing, it's justâ€¦you expect me to be one, too. I want to be in control of my destinyâ€”be my own boss and make my own decisions.” She lifted her chin defiantly. “I'm going to university to get my small-business degree. I'm starting my own company.”

“Doing what?”

“Personal organization. You know, time management, life coaching, getting clients on track withâ€”” At his ambiguous silence, she scowled. “You know, just forget it. I've already signed and paid for the first semester. In lieu of two weeks I won't take my last paycheck.”

In all her years working with Zac Prescott, she'd been the consummate professional, beyond gossip, beyond reproach. She'd never returned his light banter or gotten beyond the standard noncommittal answer to his “how was your weekend?” inquiries. Like the rest of his thirty-strong office staff, she suspected he saw her as a solitary career woman of average height and weight, someone who'd blend into a crowd, someone definitely not eligible for the “I've dated Zac Prescott” club. Which made Thursday's kiss all the more humiliating, because apparently it was forgettable. Just like her.

Even though she'd made her bed, lying in it was distinctly uncomfortable.
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